7 he htjlovy 

As w edged with a figh would riuein twaine, 

Lcaft Flettor or my father fhould percciue mee: 

I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a ftorne) 

Buried this figh in wrincle of a fmyle, 

Butforrow thatis couchtui fecming.gladncfle,. 

Is like that mirth fateturnes tofuddainefadnefl'e. 

P*»:Andhcr haire were not fome-what darker then H,l- 
Uhs, well goto , there were no more companfon betweene 
the women 1 but for my part (he is my kinfwoman , ' would 
not as they tcarme it praife her , but I would fom-body had 
beard her talke yefttr-day as I did, I will not difpraileyouc- 
fiftcr Cajfanrlr<es wit.but- — — 

Troy' Oh Vandarns I tell theeP andarus. 

When 1 do ted thee there my hopes he drown’d? 

Reply rot in how many tadomes deepe. 

They lie indrench’d;! tell thee I am madder 
In Orejftds louc ? thou aofwetft fire is fait e, 

Powrcli in the open vlcer of my heart: 

Hdr eyes, her haire hercheckc.hei gatr,her voice,. 
Handled in chy difcourfesO that her hand 
In whofc companion all whites ate yr.ke. 

Writing their owns reprochjto whole loft feifure. 

The Cionets downe is harfb,and fpiiit of lencc: 

Hard as the palme of plow-man;this thou relit me. 

As true thou telfi me when I fay I louc her. 

But laving thus in deed ofoyle and balme, 

TKot/ layfi in euerygafa that loue hath giuen mee. 
Thekbife thatn adedt- 

Pam I fprake no motet-hen truth. 

Troy. Thou doft not fpeakefo much, ■ „? e jffine 

vjrf*<h fkno. meddle in W« her bee as ftw « ™ 

bee faireristhebetterforherjand iheebecnotjihehasine 

mends in her owne hands. ' ' 

T^r.Good P^^^.how now VyeSjdarm- ht05 . 

Vw: \ hauehad-my -labour for my trauell.,i %. 

of her and ill thought of you , gon becwccneand e 






ofTroylus and Crejfeida • 

pa;i. B r caufe (h\ c’s kin to me therefore fhte's notfo faire 
es HM r»,andfhc were kin to me, ft* e would be as faire a Fri- 
day as fftlkwt is on Sunday, but w hat I ? I care not and fhe€ 
wereablackearoorc, tisalionc tonne. 

7roj. Say 1 fhe is not faire? 

Ido notenre whether you do or no, (he’s afoole to 
flay behinde her father Jet her to the Greekes, and fo lie tell 
her the next time I fee her for my part He meddle nor make 
no more ith’mat ter, 

Troy, Van darns . Van. Not I. 

T roj. S w cete P andarus. 

Van. Pray you fpcake no mere to mee I will leaue all as I 
found it and there an end. Exit. 

Sound alarum* 

Tr^y. Peace you vnoracious clamor$,peace rude founds*. 
Foolcs on bothiides,£Ttf//e« muft needes be faire. 

When with your bioud you d aylie paint her thus, 

Icannot fight vpon this argument: 

It is too ftaru’d a fubieil for my fword, 

But P ayidants : O gods ! how do you plague me 
Icannot come to Crejfid but by P andar y 
And he’s as teachy to be wood to woe, 

Aslheis ftubborne,chaft,againft all fuite 0 
Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes loue 
What Cr^Zj/is,what P4ndar y and what we: 

Betweene onr Ilium, and where (hee reides 
let it be cald the wild and wandring flood? 

Our lelfe the Merchant, and thisfayhngPW^ . 

Our doubtfull hope, our conuoy and our barkc* 

Alarum Enter ^£neas 9 - 

v£ne. H >w now princeTr^y//^, therefore not afield* 
r& y- Becaufynotthere;this womans anfwer forts, 
forwomanifkic is to be from thence. 

Whar newes ea& hom the field to day? 

That Vans is returned heme and hurt 3 
■ whonii zABneai? 

^ntiroylus byClUntlans, 

A 3 Troy 
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